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One 


Author's Notes: 
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"Tell me you love me." The words rang around his brain as he woke in a cold sweat sheets plastered to his 


skin, his body aching and his mind freaking. 

Lukas's reaction was as instinctive as it was automatic. The sleepy voice he got at the other end of his cell 
phone line in waking hours wasn't the one he'd expect, but it's wasn't waking hours-- it was four in the 
morning. 

"Lukas?" The voice wasn't so sleepy anymore. 


"Fuck Nikki, sorry. Bad dream." He currently felt about two inches tall and wanted to hide under the covers. 


"Talk to me, Rossi." The voice at the other end of the line brooked no refusal. 


"Just something a john asked me to say." That dirty feeling crawled over his skin again, making him feel sick, 


wanting to scrub himself clean. 


The sound at the other end of the line wasn't exactly encouraging, it was a ‘don't lie to me' noise, he could so 


picture the look in Nikki's eyes that came with it. 


"Just some fucker wanting me to tell them | loved them." If it wasn't for the fact that he could hear the bass 
player breathing there would be silence at the end of the line. 


"| can be there in ten minutes." 


Lukas knew that was pushing it, pushing it dangerously; he didn't even want to think what that meant. "No, I'm 


fine. It was just a dream, an old memory. Coffee when it's not this early?" 

"Coffee when it's not early would be good, coffee now would be better." 

He could hear the amused tone under Nikki's voice as well as hearing him moving around his place probably 
making that coffee. It made him smile and shiver as his mind supplied the images with the older man wearing 
very little, making him shift as the images played havoc with his body. He was getting used to that lately as 
Nikki had a habit of walking through his dreams quite a lot. 

"Abhh..." 


The appreciative sound made him smile more (and ache more if the truth be told) making him move even 


more to trying to get comfortable. 
"what you doin’ over there, Lukas?" 
There was something in the quality of that voice that had his sudden attention both mental and physical. 


"Uhh..nothing.” Lukas was beyond thankful for the phone as that fucking flush that only seemed to occur when 


he was around Nikki was back and it was creeping all over his body. 


"Damn. Was kinda hoping you were doing the same as l'm doin." The voice at the other end of the line deepened 


even further, the same appreciative sound almost sounding like a moan to him. 


"Nikki?" Even to himself he could hear the ‘we're not in Kansas‘ quality to his voice, which had him squirming 


with embarrassment even more. 
"Yeah, dude?" 


The older man's voice sounded more or less as it should now which had one part of him slapping himself upside 
the head. "Tell me what just happened?" 


"Well | was trying to start a bit of phone sex with you, but you didn't seem to want to play...” 


If it hadn't been for the matter-of-fact tone in the other man's voice, Lukas probably have freaked right 
there and then. 


"and no before you even think it, the last eighteen months haven't been some big plan to get into your 
pants." 


What was it with Nikki? The other man could always seem to tell what was going on in his head, all those litle 
insecurities that he couldn't-- wouldn't-- show to anyone else. So the bass player had been there, done that, 
worn his t-shirt and that explained some of the connection, but not all of it. It was like the other man was in 
his mind sometimes. And that could be most disconcerting. Or it would be if he was thinking with much more 


than his dick right now. 


"Wasn't thinking it was, man" The words easily carried his embarrassment at being caught out down the line 
earning him a soft chuckle that Lukas knew if Nikki had been there it would have been accompanied by a pat 
on the shoulder. 


"Yeah, you were and don't worry about it." The amusement on the other end of the phone eased some of the 


discomfort he was feeling. ".. though it's not a recent thing either. | only worked out it was mutual when we 


went out for coffee that time though..." 


Lukas's cheeks flamed again at Nikki's words, the temptation to hide his head under the pillow only stilled by 


the words that came next. ".. wanna hear you, Lukas. You gonna let me?" 

"Oh fuck. l." He stuttered, unsure. Part of him was screaming at him to say yes the rest demanding to know 
what happens afterward if he did. But most of him was centered on his cock and that really, really liked the 
idea. 

"Does it help if | say, | don't do one-offs these days?" 


It did, but not really as Nikki had freely admitted he couldn't keep it zipped up if he tried 


"No, not really" They were way past the point of him not being truthful with the other man "I know you'd be 
lying to me." He wasn't surprised by the growl that comment got, nor by the chuff of self-deprecating 
laughter that followed it. 


"Not lying exactly. | don't do one offs - | just can't promise faithful” There was a quiet sigh that followed 
those words. "And | didn't want to be having this conversation with you over the phone either. Much rather do 


it face to face." 


That had Lukas smiling and another knot easing, even if he'd not known he had it in the first place. 


| can still be over there in ten minutes." 
Lukas grinned at the teasing tone in Nikki's voice. 


"Make it twenty and | might have coffee done by that point. | think we're gonna need a couple of pots if we're 


gonna have this conversation" 
His own amusement was greeted by a similar laugh from the other end. 
‘lm on my way." 


The phone went dead and Lukas's butterflies started, but there was coffee to make and conversation was going 


to be had and then... 
Lukas debated changing the sheets. 


~ End ~ 


